CHAPTER

THE STAIXED-GLASS MAN

STILL looking for Antonia, Shelton went up to the
morning-room. Thea Dennant and another girl were
seated in the window, talking. From the looks they
gave him he saw that he had better never have been
born; he hastily withdrew. Descending to the hall,
he came on Mr. Dennant crossing to his study, with
a handful of official-looking papers,

" Ah, Shelton ! " said he, " you look a little lost. Is
the shrine invisible ? "

Shelton grinned, said " Yes," and went on looking.
He was not fortunate. In the dining-room sat Airs.
Dennant, making up her list of books.

"Do give me your opinion, Dick," she said.
"Everybody's readin' this thing of Katherine
Asterick's, I believe it's simply because she's got
a title."

" One must read a book for some reason or other,'*
answered Shelton.

"Well," returned Mrs. Dennant, "I hate doin'
things just because other people do them, and I shan't
get it."

"Good!"

Mrs. Dennant marked the catalogue.

** Here's Linseed's last, of course;  though I must

say I don't care for him, but I suppose we ought to

have it in the house.   And there's Quality's 'The

Splendid Diatribes';   thafs sure to be good> he's
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